LJETA

nice light place, and you must forget about me for a
little.  I will keep quite quiet.

Now, may I go on telling you? It was about that
dark archway that always seemed to breathe sour on
one. I was just going past when the lame man
stepped out and grinned at me, and held up a lamp,
and licked his lips. His upper lip was cracked and
his teeth were dirty; I couldn't see anything in the
world except his mouth. I couldn't see past him to
the House with the Cellar. I stood and felt sick
because I knew he was going to touch me. And so he
did. He took hold of my arm - there, just above the
wrist. He said: 'You had better not go there, little
Lseta. The soldiers are coming at midnight.'

And I knew I couldn't go on then; I couldn't wait
there knowing it was certain! Could I? I had got
frightened of the streets again. I tried to get away
from them, into the archway, even if it meant brush-
ing past him, close past his face. He put both arms
round me and his hard legs round my legs, and kissed
me in the archway; he kissed my mouth with his
dreadful wet mouth, I couldn't move and he got
closer and hotter, and the plaster of the house flaked
off where I squeezed into it and fell tickling down
my neck like spiders. Then he let me go, but I
couldn't stir, I couldn't pray, I could only think of
Lucius and wish he would come and take me away.
But of course he didn't. He was safe at home in his
big clean house, just finishing supper and thinking
what he was going to read that evening, I expect.
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